Middlesbrough 


IT'S ALMOST inconceivable 
that someone could like, say, 
UFO but notlike, say, Judas 
Priest or Rainbow. Sure, they 
don't sound identical but 
they're certainly close. This lack 
ofuniqueness amongst the 
heavy bands must to some 
extend reduce the sense of 
Occasion of their gigs but you'd 
never think it, 

UFO at Middlesbrough Town 
Hall and everywhere you look 
denim figures are out of their 
Seats. Or standing on their 
Seats. Or swaying and lolling 
and throwing their hair. The 
facket badges declaiming Priest, 
Rainbow, Kiss and Motorhead, 
contirm the ‘love one, love the 
lot’ hypothesis. But whatever 
else can be said about the 
bands on the continuing heavy 
treadmill, they always deliver 
the goods. Predictable but 
dependable. Times are tight and 
if you've laid down the cash 
you expect to get value for 
money. 

UFO are pretty much par for 
the course. They hit loud and 
hard with as much flash as they 
¢an muster. Phil Mogg, whose 
Wight red pants appeared to go 
down quite will with the two 
nymphettes in front of me, is a 
Suitable frontman and a good 
strong vocalist, reminiscent of 
Paul Rodgers. Which means 
that at their best UFO can 
sound like Bad Company. At 
their worst like Foreigner. 

Paul Raymond switches from 
classy keyboards to pounding 
Quitar with impressive ease and 
also provides Mogg with a 
Useful harmony voice. The 
moronic element comes from 
bassman and Dee Dee Ramone 
lookalike Pete Way and axeman 
Paul Chapman who seems to 
have stepped into Michael 
Schenker’s shoes with no loss 
Of fan enthusiasm. Chapman 
has abandoned the precise 
Constructions he stuck to when 
he was a sixth of Lone Star and 
has adopted a manic gonzo 
approach. With his long stringy 
hair of no particular style, 
vacant visage and the 
Crouching and posing he and 
Way indulge in Chapman would 
be perfect as the brainless HM 
archetype for any forthcoming 
‘Confessions Of A Rock ‘N’ Rolf 
Star’ movie. 

To a non-believer, numbers 
like ‘Doctor Doctor’ and ‘Only 
ia You Can Rock Me’ come off 

best, being heavied pop songs 
rather than excuses for making 
mm 2 racket. “Rock Bottom’ 
belongs to the latter category 
and with the exception of some 
nifty Raymond synthesiser is a 
typically aimless piece of 


Steve Hillage 
Music Machine 


THIS GIG was a_ cosmic 
Christmas pud full of all the 
warmth, rich fruitiness and 
high-calorie energy of that 
true British dish — and no 
hidden sixpence to break your 
teeth on though which makes 
& pleasant change. It's strange 
and a shame that Steve 
Hillage doesn't seem to be 
widening his audience at the 


PHIL MOGG: tight red pants aren’tnaff 


extended metallic excess. UFO 
are more than capable of 
succinct exciting pile driving as 
numbers like ‘Lights Out’ prove. 
So why they and most of their 
peers feel the need to include 


moment. He has so much to 
offer in the way of lustrous 
music, articulate intelligence 
and sheer optimism. 

He began with ‘Earthrise’ 
from his somewhat mundane 
last album, ‘Open’, and 
immediately proved, as he 
continued to do throughout 
the set, that somehow the 
record hadn’t maximised the 
effect of the material. Now it 
all sounds very good. This first 
instrumental struck out into 
Arabic inflections like a call to 
the faithful from the top of a 
minaret. They/we came 
running. His sinuous sourish 
guitar sidled around a deep 
funky beat. Soul and sense 
were satisfied (if there is any 
such distinction). 

Hillage paused to describe 
the quite lovably glitzy hall as 
the “mindwarp pavilion” and 
went on to state the band’s 
mission for the night: A little 
bit of inner warmth. We'll get 
tid of the smell of urine — 
psychicly transmute it’. A 
joke, punks! C’mon, you 
remember them — a little 
upward turning of the corners 
of the mouth to indicate 
pleasure, that’s the way. This 
is another of the blessings of 
having Steve Hillage around: 
he reminds you that you don’t 
have to be crazy or 
Pretentious to use your 
vocabulary because 
sometimes words can actually 


Love one, love 
the lot 


(A searching investigation into HV fan Philosophy) 


these long, boring workouts is 
beyond me. The shorter, tighter 
items hit home a lot more 
effectively and could well 
account for the popularity of 
Motorhead. Still, the 


communicate (ideas, respect, 
affection for his audience for 
instance). - 

The songs proceeded big 


and glowing, hard-centred 
rhythms and guitar lines 
blurring away into infinite 


penumbras of swirling 
synthesiser effex and 
ambiences. Miquette Giraudi 
was in great form twiddling 
her knobs with the sort of 
physical attack you normally 
only see from axemen in 
extremis at the climax of a 
solo. I've often felt that her 
playing worked better on an 
intellectual level than in 
practice but this time it was all 
of a piece in the body of the 
music. 

With hardly a backward 
glance he played his new 
songs with plangent 
confidence, inspired and 
inspiring. ‘Day After Day’ and 
‘Getting In Tune’ in particular 
were transformed from the 
mild performance on ‘Open’. 
Swinging in the grand sense, 
driving like punk and dancing 
like funk, they poured over 
you as a stream finding a new 
way down a mountain. | even 
enjoyed Andy Anderson's 
percussion solo, a unique 
creation concentrating on 
cymbals and a gong with a 
little help from an echo 
chamber, 

Of course you may ask “But 
are we allowed to like this sort 
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mental note to dust off my 
copy of the Vibrators’ first 
elpee to check if it really 
sounds this good they unleash 
tonight!” put themselves at a yet another glittering original 
severe disadvantage in my — the deliciously entitled 
book and despite the ade- ‘Powercry’. A furious rocker 
quacy of their initial tunes, that has the guitarist (known 
sour recollections of earlier only as Birdman — you'll 
gigs witnessing the band in believe a man can bludgeon) 
their death throes clouded my staggering around Eddie‘s kit 
thoughts. in an attempt to muscle in on 
It wasn’t until the first oldie | the vocals. The bassist.sosid 
‘Bad Time’ that | began to rhythm guitarist avoid this 
realise what a sharp bunch melee by slinking even further 
they were. And after a superb into the background. 
‘Baby, Baby’, its original Next, like a symbolic 
slickness replaced with a grit- phoenix, a neon-V rises as the 
ty veneer, | was captivated. group crash into the much 
The excellent ‘Disco in demanded ‘London Girls’. | 
Moscow’ was proof they stand truly staggered as the 
needn't rely on old numbers. once staid crowd go com- 
With its slicing chords and pletely ape-shit. and then it's 
adamantine chorus it would over. A complete surprise. 
make a far more impressive Even a die-hard Vibrators 
debut single than the propos- fanatic (if there is such a be- 
ed Spencer Davies number ing) would have been shocked 
‘Gimme Some Lovin” which, by such an exhilarating show. 
while enjoyable, is hardly Time methinks to dig out 
earth-shaking. ‘Whips And and shine-up that dusty old V 
Furs’ is-the next up for re- badge of yore. 
juvenation and as | make a STEVE KEATON 


Bottoms of 
the bill 


U2 ae 
Bridge House 

Splodgenessabounds 

Woolich Tramshed 


ANOTHER WEEK on the tiles in the seamier tegions of London 
Town (tra fa la). Tuesday | bowled into the Bridge to see Dublin’s 
most tipped to click sons, U2, and thought I'd wandered onto the 
film set of a remake of the Marie Celeste saga. Gone were the 
pilchard-packed masses of yer average Mod Monday and in their 
place stood a sad smattering of U2 bods and Gary Crowley 
propping up the bar and watching unknown support band Idiot 
Dance getting ready to roll. 

Ah, but Canning Town will rue the day it put Vincent Price and 
the Time Express over a night dahn Britain's best-loved battle 
cruiser ‘cos, not only did U2 more than live up to the promise of 
thier fine ‘Out Of Control’ import EP but Idiot Dance themselves 
were a well tasty pre-Christmas surprise. A South London three 
piece, they dismissed my Jam comparisons with a curt “| knew 
we should have got another guitarist’, but no impartial observer 
could deny that the 15 excellent pop-rock sweetmeats they 
presented, tight commercial songs with deep juicy bass lines, 
smacked of Costello meets the Woking Wonders (the guitarist 
even looks like a steam-ironed Paul Weller) in an ongoing non- 
Mod modern dance band situation. 

U2 themselves are a quality delicacy with few peers, their rich 
tapestry of sparkling pop a swirling kaleidoscope of tempos and 
ethereal melodies laced with neat searing guitar and Bono's sweet 
vocals. The wee man nipped in and out of his fellows like the 
proverbial Ronnie Biggs, gesticulating all over the stage, smiling n>» 
winking, playing with fags . . . a latter day Walt Disney wizard, 
conjuring up a magical mixture of Style and pretty noise. 

2 are a pop force for the future stamped with an indefinable 
Irish quality, an acheing beauty and a wistful innocence 
(exemplified by the EP track ‘Boy/Girl’, a naive but totally 
infectious love song). Such cheerfulness is catching. Such 
inventiveness will be rewarded. 

Next night the spell’s broken for South Woolwich’s wet 
wastelands and the ultimate silliness of Splodgenessabounds, a 
band much maligned for their moniker but destined for jail and/or 
mass acclaim in post-Python Britain. But first, Rodney And The 
Failures, an N-piece chorus line with @ singer attired in what 
looked like Sylvester Stallone’s demob suit — an immense baggy 
mess that metophorically exactly mirrored the din from the 
moniters — a magnificently useless version of ‘My Generation’ 
tenderly interspersed with snippets from the Ramblers’ mighty 
chart anthem. This and an encore version of Prince Buster's ‘Ten 
Commandments’ (cough) were the only numbers | saw them do 
but | have no hesitation in Predicting nothing at all for them in 
the future. 

How can | describe Splodgenessabounds to you, dear reader? 
Rubbish? Of course. Smutty? Natcho. Insane? My dear, they 
: . Splodge, as we call them, 
are the true modern successors to the likes of Kilburn And The 
High Roads, lewd eccentrics using punky basics for the likes of 
the soon come single ‘I Feil In Love With A Female Plumber From 
Harlesden NW10’ and a toast to the very wonderful Rolf Harris 
wherein ‘Two Little Boys’ segues into three chord silliness of the 
lowest order. In short they're wonderful. 


the stage. Any band who in- 
troduce themselves via a “Are 
you feeling alllrightttt!” and 
“Let's have some fun 


Ross Halfin 


nymphettes and the lads with 
the badges seemed to like all 
the pussyfooting around. 
See you at Rainbow, Heep 
and Priest boys? 
IAN RAVENDALE 


of thing at the turn of the 
Eighties?” Hillage borrowed a 
slogan from one of his 
favourite bands, Parliament, 
to obliquely answer that: 
“Think! It ain’t illegal yet’. 
PHIL SUTCLIFFE 


The Vibrators 


Electric Ballroom 


THE VIBRATORS? Don’t 
believe a word of it. Any con- 
nection between this crew 
and the original Vibes is phan- 
tasmal at best. Only Eddie, the 
drummer remains; an aged 
leader in command of a 
youthful cohort of tomorrow's 
troops. 

Wisest addition to these 
ranks is a Wayne Barrett clone 
vocalis’ whose fledgling 
charisma and banshee vocals 
visibly won over the crowd 
establishing the new band’s 
sound in the process. 
Slaughter And The Dogs com- 
parisons don’t stop there 
either. These Vibrators em- 
brace the same gonzoid metal- 
punk attack. Dominant guitar 
thrash and adrenal rhythms. 

A brace of exciting new 
material was premiered 
tonight, all uniformly rowdy as 
well as some considerably 
savaged Vibrators standards. 
Yet despite this apparent en- 
thusiasm | was as sceptical as 
the rest when they first took 


